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A long time ago, in a galaxy far, 
far away... 


he a time of darkness. The jedi shave ‘fallen and ‘the nejitne 
is no more, In the vacuum created by their ‘absence, ane 
power has risen: the GALACTIC EMPIRE. Once believed tobe 
the galaxy’s champions for bringing an end to the wat ‘against 
the Separatists, the EMPIRE has quickly proven ‘to be an evil.” 


~ regime. Systems have suffered under its grasp, and kid 
_ pst to if tule is eliminated. 





TOUCHING DARKNESS 
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_ Asinister power grows. Jn the remote fringes of the Quter Rim 
territories, ‘the evil FIRST ORDER is secretly amassing @ mas: 
sive infantry designed ‘to topple the Republic. General Le) 
Organa, leader of the RESISTANCE, desperately tries to fer 
~ off the looming threat, and preserve a peace she. fought 

long. ago to esta det 









“Caught in aa ‘the First Order and the Reslatance, ihe 
alaxy's peaceable multitudes are being. enslaved. Ane 
-- young: abducted and trained to fight, their vital. resources 
"plundered and their cities reduced to ash. All the wile, the. 
First Order's wanton weapon, STARKILER BASE, Heat 
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As Amidst the chaos, am pine facton kno\ n n only % the : 
a -DARKSTAR fights for those left suffering in the wake of the 
growing confit. Lng bet ame Me 





EPISODE |: THE PLEDGE 












mt <~ 
: i, 


} 


\\, 


wr 


os 


6 = 
ve 


i 


To 


ili 
































TWAS 
WARNED ABOUT 
YOU.THEY SAID 
YOUHAD A way 
WITH WORDS. 


WELL See 
WHAT YOU Have 
‘SAY ABOUT THAT 
WHEN I JAM THS 
BLASTER IN YOUR 
MOUTH. 


LL ADMIT, 
1's NOT THe 
MOST CREATIVE 
‘SUGGESTION 
TVe EVER 
HEARD. 


USTEN, 
IF THIS 1g ABOUT 
MALA-TIR'S PAYMENT, 
SOUTELL Him LANDO: 
WILL GLADLY SETTLE 
UP WITH Hist, 











IF youre 
MIXED UP WITH A 
GUNVIAN DEATH GANG 
‘SOLO, THEN YOU KNOW... 
WHERE THERE'S ONE, 
THERES MANY. 








IE KEVA'S NOT 
pi 











EPISODE II: INFILTRATOR 
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INFILTRATED. 
MY CHAMBER. 


PLOT : 
THR 
‘ DOWN WiLL. 
ABOUT THE. F 
a i THE EMPIRE? 


CLEARLY 
YOU ARE NO 
REBEL. 





SLAUGHTERE) 
My SISTERS, McDereR 
‘OF MY CLAN 
‘SHALL BE YOUR” 
‘UNDOING. 














EPISODE Ill: FALLEN 
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EPISODE IV: RISE THE DARKSTAR 
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Conflict ravages the planet Mandalore. Following centuries of 

- ‘warmongering, the planet's new ‘government seeks a pacitist 
Stance, while insurgent forces. rally aap the’ socal 

~ ‘New Mandalorians.’ * : 





Jedi Knight Qui-Gon Jinn ‘ie his 5 cae ee ‘Wan Kenobi 
are sent to the planet to protect the Duchess, SATINE KRYZA 
‘namored by Satine, Obi-Wan finds himself struggling with 
is feelings for the young Duchess, and at msi with the. Jedi 
code which forbids emotional attachments. . 5 










~ Leaving Mandaloe and the Duchess tinder the vate BYR: : 
i oy Wg studious  padawan, Qui-Gon returns to Coruscant seek: 
“ — Ing’ the Jedi Council S advice. In his absence, budding friend: 
8 «ship tates to blind Obi-W nand Satine to-the gio 





INDEED, ALMEC. 
JOUR FEAR OF INSURGENCY 
IS NOT MISPLACED. T DO NOT 


sul THE MEANTIME, MY 
PADAWAN, OBI-WAN 

KENOBI WiLL MAINTAIN 

His POST, THe FORCE 


THE JEDI WAY TEACHES US 
SONTROL, AND THI 





yOu 
DON'T THINK 
HE KNOWS 


Ig, 
DOES HE? 


OH. 
RIGHT. OF 
COURSE, 
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I DONT. 
THINK HE KNOWS, 
BUT HE DID SAY 
SOMETHING 
WEIRD PS HE-— 





5, TEE 


RRA--" 
SHE'S ONE OF THEM 
COWARDLY "NEW, 
MANDALORIANS.”. 















































ESCAPE THE TEMPLE 
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LOR SAN TEK, woke to the 
sound of crying. 
Shaking off the bleariness from his deep 
slumber, Lor stepped close to the eastern 
wall of the cavernous space he'd been 
using as his quarters and directed his ear 
toward the masonry in front of him. The 
muffled sobbing carried on the cold drafts 
of air that whistled through the cracks in 
the solid brick wall; Lor's curiosity had 
been piqued more than once by the natural 
deterioration of the Temple of Eedit's 
interior, and he wondered just how old this 
sacred place actually was. 


“All those people, Lor,” Ramaka said, 
smearing away her tears. “All those lives.” 
Lor helped Ramaka stand up, holding the 
Togruta by her shaking hand. Though he 
was a few years younger than her, he had 
assumed a role of a spiritual mentor to 


Ramaka. Still, he embraced the 
role—initiated it, even. After all, being 
older than his years was nothing new to 
Lor. 

“What do you mean?” Lor asked, flashing 
a smile that, he hoped, would help settle 
Ramaka. 

“It's Alderaan, Lor. It...It's...” 

“Easy, you can tell me.” 

“It's gone. Alderaan is gone.” 


“THE DEATH STAR. LOR HAD NEVER KNOWN IT BY NAME, BUT IN HIS TRAVELS 
HE'D HEARD OF A MASSIVE BATTLE STATION THAT EMPIRE WAS CONSTRUCTING." 


Led by the light of his glowrod, Lor 
followed the sorrowful sound until he came 
upon Ramaka, the youngest member of his 
expedition, alone in the temple's 
antechamber. 

Lor placed his hand on Ramaka's 
shoulder, softly, extending comfort while 
also letting her know he was there. 

“Ramaka, what is it?” 

Ramaka startled at Lor's touch, and when 
she turned to face him, Lor saw anguish 
and pity flash in her eyes. Something was 
terribly wrong. 


Lor laughed reflexively, a gasp that spoke 
to his confusion. “Surely it's not 'gone,'” 
Lor said. “It's an entire planet, a world with 
buildings and cities and—” 

“No, no,” Ramaka said, shaking her head. 
“The news has bounced all over the galaxy, 
and it's confirmed. The Empire, they have 
some kind of super weapon—the Death 
Star, they say it's called.” 

The Death Star. Lor had never known it by 
name, but in his travels he'd heard of a 
massive battle station that Empire was 
constructing off the coast of Geonosis, one 








the size of a moon and with the capacity to 
strike its enemies with a power never before 
witnessed. If it was true, if this Death Star 
could decimate an entire planet, Lor had no 
doubt the Empire would use it. The only 
thing that equaled their boundless cruelty 
and barbarism was the enterprising ways 
they found to inflict both upon the galaxy. 

“Come,” Lor said. “We must find the 
others.” 


The Force was about much more than 
lightsabers, mind tricks, and superhuman 
abilities. Lor didn't believe this, he knew it. 
He felt it deep in his bones, in his heart, in 
his spirit. And he had made it his mission 
to make sure the Force was not lost, or 
forgotten, as the Empire worked to snuff its 
light from existence. Lor had traveled the 
galaxy far and wide, and he'd felt the Force 
everywhere he went—some places stronger 
than others, but it was always there. 

Flowing through everything and everyone, a 
beautiful harmony that connected all life 
together. It gave him peace. It gave him 
hope. 

And Lor knew that as long as he held 
tightly to his hope—hope that the Jedi 
would return, that the Empire would be 
defeated and peace would return to the 
galaxy—the Force could never be 
extinguished. 

Lor led Ramaka into an enormous hall just 
beyond the antechamber. He found it hard 
to believe that, within his own lifetime, the 
Temple of Eedit stood as a veritable 
monument to the history of the Jedi. The 
shadow of its former splendor still 
remained in the broken statues, decimated 
columns, and shattered friezes that once 
decorated the temple, but the Empire had 
done its best to ruin any trace of the lore 


that once was. Lor's lip upturned into a 
snarl at the very thought of those beasts. 
The Empire. All that power, all that might, 
and the best thing they could think to do 
with it was destroy the past and bankrupt 
the future. 

At the far end of the temple, Lor found 
Giz'an and Dee, former bounty hunters who 
the Empire had sicced on Lor. Lor, though, 
had managed to draw the wedded couple 
to his side while in their captivity, and 
they'd been close allies, and friends, since. 

“I take it you heard Alderaan blew up,” 
Dee said as she checked the ammunition 
on her various blasters. Lor was 
accustomed to her lack of delicacy when it 
came to sensitive situations. That's just 
how Weequays were, though Lor knew she 
possessed hidden depths of kindness and 
affection beneath her hardened exterior. 

“Dee, come on,” Giz'an said, poking his 
wife. “Tact.” 

“It's quite all right,” Lor said, grateful to 
be surrounded by his friends at such an 
uncertain and troubling time. “I do know 
what happened to Alderaan—| just don't 
know | possess the words to say anything 
about it. Not without 
sounding...insufficient.” 

“Well, then you're really going to be at a 
loss for words,” Giz'an said. “Because 
there's more.” 

“More?” Lor questioned. 

“Princess Leia Organa was taken from her 
own ship shortly before Alderaan was 
destroyed. From what | understand, Darth 
Vader has her.” 

Lor huffed. “Undoubtedly squeezing her 
for all she knows of the Rebellion.” 

Giz'an took a deep breath and ran his 
fingers through his long obsidian hair. “Lor, 
the Empire...it seems to be, how do | say 








this? Putting its foot down. Anyone who 
knows anything knew Alderaan was helping 
the Rebels. They have Leia, and with what 
happened to us getting chased off of 
Lothal, | just—” 

“We should go off the grid for a little 
while,” Dee interrupted, putting into blunt 
words what Giz'an was fumbling to convey. 


Giz'an sighed. Lor knew that he expected a 
lot from the company he kept, and they, in 
turn, took disappointment to heart. They 
defied the Empire with Lor, visited far-off 
systems that weren't always friendly to 
outsiders, and penetrated dangerous 
terrain that, on occasion, even a seasoned 
adventurer like Lor was lucky to survive. 

“Lor, you know we'd stay as long as it took 
if it was safe,” Ramaka said. 

Now it was Lor's turn to sigh, but it was a 
sigh of acceptance, not of displeasure. His 
friends were right. They narrowly escaped 
the Empire at the temple on Lothal, and it 
was only a matter of time before it tracked 
them to Devaron. And based on recent 
events, the Empire was indeed looking to 
stomp out its opposition once and for all. 
Which meant Lor, who possessed as much 
knowledge of the Force and the Jedi as 
anyone alive, was in the Empire's 
crosshairs. 

“I'm sorry,” Giz'an said. 

Lor smile and grasped Giz'an by his 
shoulder. “All is as the Force wills it to be.” 

Their decision to flee, though, came too 
late. Through the shattered windows that 
let in the evening's waning light, they heard 
the whirring of quad ion engines—the 
sound of a stormtrooper transport vessel 
approaching. 


Lor, Dee, Giz'an, and Ramaka all raised 
their eyes to the sky. Very few minutes 
separated them and the moment the 
stormtroopers stormed the temple, 
weapons hot. 

“Looks like the Force willed us to have 
company,” Dee said, jamming a charge 
into her automatic blaster. 

“We can distract them,” Giz'an said, 
motioning Lor and Ramaka toward the 
underground tunnel that carved beneath 
the barriers the Imperials had placed 
around the temple. “You get to the ship 
and get out of here.” 

Lor scoffed. “We won't leave you. We 
can't.” 

“You are leaving,” Giz'an said, moving Lor 
along. “You know too much about the 
Force—they'll kill you just to destroy your 
knowledge. Now go.” 

“But Giz'an, they'll take you, they'll. 

Giz'an grasped Lor by his shoulders, 
regarding his friend with a confident smirk. 
“Don't worry, Dee and | still have a few 
tricks up our bounty hunting sleeves. 
Right, dear?” 

“Whatever you say, my love,” Dee said, 
pressing a scout pistol into Lor's hand. 
“But in case our tricks are a little rusty, you 
might need this.” 

Lor pressed the pistol back. “I'm afraid 
not. Violence isn't my way.” 

“Worth a try,” Dee shrugged. 

“Now, since we are at an impasse as to 
who stays and who goes, | have a way to 
settle the matter,” Lor said, walking them 
all to the courtyard just outside the 
temple's massive double doors. “We try the 
lever one last time. If it releases, | go with 
Dee and Giz’an. If it doesn't, | flee with 
Ramaka.” 








“Lor, we haven't been able to budge that 
thing in three days of trying,” Giz'an said. 

“Then it looks like you have nothing to 
worry about.” 

Every Jedi temple had its hidden 
chambers, unmarked passages, and locked 
compartments. Lor knew this from 
experience. While this lever was likely the 
most obvious secret the Temple of Eedit 
had to offer, Lor had an inkling as to what 
was inside. And if Lor was right about the 
contents, it was both essential to his 
mission and in dire need of safekeeping. 
Years ago, what he sought would have been 
considered a bit of arcana; now, it was 
essential to rebuilding what was lost in the 
devastating final days of the Clone Wars. 

Lor eyed the lever, which was positioned 
at a forty-five degree angle on the side of a 
stone pillar. They'd tried to pull the lever 
down with a system of weights and pulleys; 
they hoisted a heavy chunk of a broken 
statue above that single metal arm and 
dropped it on it, thinking the impact would 
bring the lever down. It didn't. And now, all 
they had was an old rope sliced into four 
pieces—left by sources unknown—hanging 
from the lever's side. 


“EVERY JEDI TEMPLE HAD 
ITS HIDDEN CHAMBERS." 


But Lor had a feeling that this attempt 
would be different. 

“So, we're just going to try to pull this 
thing down again? That's it?” Dee asked. 

“That's it,” Lor said, grabbing the rope. 
In unison, all four of them shifted their 
weight towards the ground and pulled with 
all the strength they had. The lever, though, 
was unresponsive to their tenacity. 


Time was running out. The stormtroopers 
would land; they'd break through the 
temple's entrance and, in no time at all, 
have Lor and his party surrounded. And 
then—Lor didn't know what then. But he 
could imagine: captivity, advanced 
interrogation, disappearance. But he 
couldn't think of that, not now. Instead, Lor 
closed his eyes and let all his fears fall 
away from him. He'd known of the Jedi's 
method of meditation, that of ridding 
yourself of all emotion and focusing on the 
moment. Let the Force fill you, let it guide 
you. He'd practiced this method many 
times, but he never felt the Force working 
through him. 

That had to change, though. And it had to 
change now. 

In all his years dedicated to the ways of 
the Force, Lor never asked anything of it in 
return. He never wanted to. But this was 
different. Alderaan was in ruins. An entire 
planet had been extinguished from the 
galaxy. Lor shuddered at the thought of all 
those voices screaming in terror and 
suddenly silenced. What was stopping the 
Empire from razing Devaron, Lothal, or any 
planet that offered resistance to its rule? 
Lor fell deeper into his meditation, 
focusing on his purpose. He had to keep 
the light alive—he had to keep the Force 
alive. In order to do so, he needed its help, 
right here, right now. The world around Lor 
went silent. All he could hear was his own 
heart beating and the sound of his breath. 
In, then out. He opened his eyes. 

The lever began to move. 

“You got to be kidding me!” Giz'an said. 
“After all that, all we had to do was pull it 
really hard?” 

The pillar below the lever slid open, 
revealing a dozen Jedi training remotes, 











“LOR HELD IT UP TO HIS VIEW, 
MARVELING AT THE SIMPLICITY 
OF THE OBJECT AND THE 
IMPORTANCE 
IT HELD. " 


swallowed by mossy overgrowth. Behind 
the remotes, though, was what Lor 
sought—a single datadisk. 

Lor held it up to his view, marveling at the 
simplicity of the object and the importance 
it held. He wanted to embrace it, hold it 
dear, This was one more piece of Jedi 
history that the Empire wouldn't get its 
hands on. 

“Are we grabbing the rest of the stuff?” 
Dee asked. 

“No,” Lor responded, breaking his gaze 
away from the datadisk. “We came only for 
this bit of information, nothing more.” 

“Well, a deal's a deal,” Giz'an shrugged. 
“But we have to go, and now, if Ramaka is 
going to have a chance to escape.” 

All eyes turned to Ramaka who couldn't 
hide how overwhelmed she felt even if she 
tried. 

“1...1 can't.” 

Lor handed her the datadisk and closed 
her hand around it. “You must. Keep it 
safe, keep all of it safe, until we meet 
again.” 

As if in a trance, Ramaka darted for the 
tunnel. Lor turned to Dee and Giz'an, who 
were armed and ready. 

“Well, any ideas?” Lor inquired. 

Dee bore a sly smile. “Always.” 








With their blasters casually pointed at his 
back, Dee and Giz'an led Lor through the 
narrow crack in the temple's entrance and 
down the stone walkway—straight toward 
the squad of stormtroopers that had just 
disembarked and were heading right for 
the temple. 

“I've always wondered: Why do you wear 
that mask?” Lor whispered to Giz'an out of 
the side of his mouth. “You're not 
Mandalorian.” 

“| don't know,” Giz'an whispered back, 
his voice muffled through the blue and 
gray Death Watch mask he'd put on right 
before they left the temple. “Il hope it 
makes me look cool. And intimidating.” 

“Well,” Lor said with a smile. “It very 
much does.” 

“Hush you two,” Dee ordered. “Lor's our 
prisoner, not our friend. Try to stick with 
the program.” 

Ahead, three stormtroopers approached, 
their pace brisk. Five more waited with 
their ship. Of the three approaching, two 
trained their blasters on Lor, Dee, and 
Giz'an, while the centermost trooper, the 
apparent leader, yelled out: 

“Halt right there!” 


Lor, Dee, and Giz'an did as they were told. 


“Looks like we beat you boys to the 
prize,” Giz'an called out. “Fetched 
ourselves a nice bounty for the Empire.” 
“Holster your weapons, the both of you, 
and state your names,” the lead trooper 
commanded, just a few feet away from 
where Lor stood. Lor took the moment to 
eye their surroundings. Other than 
overgrowth of native Devaron vines—which 
were massive in girth—that grew wild all 
over the planet and clung, in places, to the 
walkway's masonry, their was nowhere to 
turn for protection. They were exposed. 





“HOLSTER YOUR WEAPONS, 
THE BOTH OF YOU, AND STATE 
YOUR NAMES.” 








“I said holster your weapons and state your 
names!” the lead trooper aggressively 
repeated. Dee and Giz'an shared a look, 
then did as they were told. 

“I'm Dee, that's is Giz'an. We have a 
contract with the Empire to capture one 
Lor San Teeka for a handsome bounty. We 
did just that, and now we're going to 
collect.” 

The lead trooper was silent, and Lor could 
almost hear him exerting to think. 

“Dee and Giz'an, Dee and Giz'an,” he 
muttered. “Wait. | know you—you were in 
the Empire's employ, but you went rogue. 
Troopers,” he ordered, “take them all into 
custody.” 

“Whoa, fellas—fellas,” Giz'an said as he 
walked forward, hands raised. “You have to 
understand: To snag a bounty, you have to 
get inside the head of your target. Any 
hunter can scoop up some enemy of the 
Empire, turn him in, and collect those 
sweet credits. But not us. This guy 
here—this is Lor San Teeka. He's a cult 
leader. You know what happens when you 
take down a cult leader?” 

Giz'an paused, waiting for the lead 
trooper to inquire, but he said he didn't 
take his cue. Still, Giz'an leaned in close to 
the lead trooper, close enough to place his 
hand on the back of his shoulder as he 
addressed his new friend in a 
conspiratorial tone. 

“I'll tell you what happens—a new leader 
pops up in his place. We've been working 
this guy, gathering intel, learning his 
opera—” 

“Stop right there,” the lead trooper said, 
disengaging from Giz'an. “Do you really 
expect me to believe a word of this?” 

Giz'an smiled. “No,” he said. “No | don't. 
And | don't need you to.” 


Before the lead the lead trooper could 
issue his next command, Giz'an shoved 
him backwards, directly into his fellow 
troopers. As the lead trooper stumbled 
back, Giz'an leapt back towards Dee and 
Lor, shouting, “Now, now!” 

Without hesitation, Dee snapped the 
detonator in her hand, and a small 
explosive, which Giz'an placed on the lead 
trooper's shoulder, erupted. The blast 
scattered all three troopers and created 
enough of a diversion for Lor, Dee, and 
Giz'an to take cover behind a nettle of 
vines sprouting up above the walkway. 

“What now?” Lor asked as blaster fire 
began to chew into the vines' exterior. 

“Now we fight our way out of this,” Dee 
said, her finger dancing on her trigger as 
she waited for an opening to fire back. 

Lor snapped his head around the side of 
the column and spotted the five other 
stormtroopers marching towards their 
position. They fired their blasters in 
sequence, Lor gathered, smothering the 
opportunity for return fire. It was just a 
matter of time before the troopers were on 
top of them. Maybe Dee and Giz'an would 
get one or two of them before it was all said 
and done, but not all five. There was no 
chance, and Giz'an recognized that. 

“On three, I'm going to draw their fire to 
the center of the walkway—you two head 
the other direction and don't look back.” 
“No,” Dee said, emphatically refusing her 
husband's plan as she blindly returned 
blaster fire over her shoulder. “| won't let 
you.” 

“One,” Giz'an counted. 

“Giz'ian, please,” Lor said. “We'll 
surrender and come what may. We must 
believe in the—” 








“No!” Dee yelled as the incoming fire 
intensified. She grabbed Giz'an's wrist, 
and Lor saw her softened in a way he'd 
never seen before. His body trembled at 
her raw desperation. “Please.” 

“I love you, Dee, and | will not allow you 
to be harmed,” Giz'an said, his eyes closed 
as he hugged the vine's wall. Thr—” 

Just as Giz'an was to plunge himself in 
front of a merciless stormtrooper assault, 
fire rained down from the sky. Incoming 
laser blasts pulverized the walkway just 
beyond Lor's position, scattering the 
stormtroopers. Lor looked up and spotted 
Dee's ship, a Weequay pirate ship, 
swooping towards their position. Ramaka, 
a pacifist like Lor who'd never wielded a 
weapon in her life, was at the helm, an ear 
to ear grin on her face. 


“IT'S A MAP." 


The rear hatch was already open as the 
ship lowered near Lor, Dee, and Giz'an. 
They leapt onto the platform as the 
remaining stormtroopers focused their fire 
on the ship. Their aim was too poor, and 
Ramaka's dexterous control provided a 
clean getaway. The pirate ship shot off into 
the darkening sky, leaving the temple, and 
Devaron, behind. 

“| thought we shared a stance on 
violence,” Lor said as he stood over 
Ramaka's chair. 

“That wasn't violence, Lor. | only shot the 
bridge. So, you can think of it 
as...aggressive redecorating.” 

Lor chuckled sweetly. “You did 
magnificently.” 


When Lor turned, he found Dee waiting for 
him, arms folded over her chest. “Well?” 
she asked. 

“You want to know what we risked our 
lived for.” 

“Oooh,” Dee mocked. “So you can use 
the Force.” 

Lor smiled. “I just might,” he said. “| just 
might.” 

Ramaka set them on a course to the Outer 
Rim, putting as much distance between 
them and the Empire as possible. At least 
for now. The crew gathered in the galley, 
and Lor loaded the datadisk into the ship's 
drive. When he did, a soft blue projection 
of stars and planets, just a_ sliver, 
illuminated the space above their heads. 


“BUT...THAT'S NO PART OF 
THE GALAXY I'VE EVER SEEN." 


“It's a map,”  Giz'an__ observed. 
“But...that's no part of the galaxy I've ever 
seen.” 

“This is just part of a map,” Lor said. “A 
very small part, in fact.” 

“Where does it lead?” Ramaka asked. 

Lor turned to his friends, happy to share 
with them what could very well be the 
greatest undertaking of their lives. “When 
complete, it will lead to the very first Jedi 
temple.” 

“Wow. Well, okay,” Giz'an said, 
impressed. “What do we do with it?” 

“We complete it,” Lor replied with a sly 
smile. “And then we keep it safe until 
someone comes along who needs it. 

“We wait for a Jedi to return.” FIN. 
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